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202 Original Poetry. \Jvij, 

The msther has flown from that lonely room, 

And the maid is mute and pale — . 
Her ivory hand is cold as the tomb, 

And dark is her stiffen'd nail. 

Her mother strays with folded arms, 

And her head is bent in woe, 
fehe shuts her thoughts to joys or harms, 

No tear attempts to flow. 

But listen ! what name salutes her ear ? 

it comes to a heart of stone ; 
" Jesus," she cries, " has no power here, 

My daughter's life has flown." 

He leads the way to that cold white couch, 

And bends o'er the senseless form, 
Can his be less than a heavenly touch ? 

The maiden's hand is warm ! 

And the fresh blood comes with roseate hue, 

While death's dark terrours fly, 
Her form is rais'd, and her step is true, 

And life beams bright in her eye ! 

Watertorvn, 1817. 



[The author of the following ode has taken the liberty to 
anticipate a little, and to consider the distinguished scholar, 
to whom it is addressed, as already on his pilgrimage through 
those classick regions, " where not a mountain real's its head 
unsung."] 

ODE. 

Ad E. E. 'per Graeciam iter tenentem. 

O tu, beatse sortis etarduee ! 
Qui nunc fugaces persequeris choros, 
Per prata, per valles Achivas, 
Pieridum, timidasque Nymphas ! 



Quo vertis errans? Threiceis jugis, 
Visas opacis robora frondibus, 
Ornosve, qu», chordse sequaces 
JEagrii, saluere,vatis ? 



1817.] Original Poetry. 20S 

Aut fontis oram Castalii prerais, 
Haurire tentans, nee vetita manu, 
Undas sacratas ; et Cameenis, 
De proprio velut amne, libans ? 

Lustrasve Athenis inclyta Palladis 
Delubra; sanctos aut Academise 
Lucos pererras, et Platonis 
Grandiloqui venerare sedes ?' 

Quocunque cursum, per tumidum mare, 
Per grata Musis littora, per juga 
Flectas, memento patrise, nam 



Te procul, atque domi tuetur. /• 
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